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tives that they had no idea of fighting that
morning. Their non-commissioned officers told
them to turn out, as they thought, for a drill, and
the next thing they knew was that they were
under a hot fire, from which they scampered
back into barracks and put up the best resistance
they could. Three of us made our way up the
Grande Rue shortly after six and found the
shops barricaded, the middle of the road clear,
and an excited crowd hugging the walls. A
couple of hundred yards from the barracks our
further progress was barred by Salonika troops,
and we found ourselves close enough for ordinary
ambitions, as they were exchanging shots with
the defenders, bullets were knocking dust out of
the walls around, and a man opposite us went
down with a bullet in his leg. Only five minutes
earlier Frederick Moore, the energetic corre-
spondent of the New York Sun, had been shot
through the shoulder while trying to rescue the
camera dropped by Mr, Booth, of the Daily
Graphic, who had just fallen with a bullet
through his head and another through the arm.
They were carried into the French Hospital, but
some little time elapsed before they could receive
attention. The writer went to see Moore an
hour or two later, and he was then sleeping
quietly, but, as a matter of fact, he remained in
139